LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

Yet the reality is disappointing. To produce brilliant
writings it is not necessary at the time to live an excit-
ing or even a very full life, and Stevenson's health de-
prived him more and more of the ordinary incidents
which happen to most men in their daily course.
Looking back on this period in after-days, he cries out:
" Remember the pallid brute that lived in Skerryvore
like a weevil in a biscuit." Nearly all the time which
was not devoted to contending with illness was taken
up with his work, and as he rarely left home without
returning in a more or less disabled condition, he stayed
in his own house and led the most retired of lives.
Even there it was no uncommon experience for a visitor
who had come to Bournemouth specially to see him to
find himself put to the door, either on the ground of
having a cold, to the contagion of which it was unsafe
for Stevenson to be exposed, or because his host was
already too ill to receive him.

But this is to anticipate matters. On his return from
Royat he was unable to be present at the matinee on
July 2nd, at the Prince's Theatre,1 when the Deacon
was played by Mr. Henley's brother. The play had
been given at Bradford eighteen months before, and
during the summer of 1883 had been acted by a travel-
ling company some forty times in Scotland and the
North of England without any marked success. It was
in the gallery of one of the houses where it was played
that the complaint was heard during the perform-
ance of another piece: "A dunna what 's coom to
Thayter Royal. Thar's been na good moorder there for
last six months "; and the Deacon's fate may not have

1 Now the Prince of Wales' Theatre,